THE  TRAIN
her boyish head thrown back. "You take it, you're a
fine kid, ready for anything.55
"Now, doctor/' Danilov said to Suprugov. "All
Europe's watching us."
Suprugov was holding the rail as though he could not
tear himself from it. ... He turned a dead face to Danilov.
He began to say something—when suddenly there was
an explosion close to the line, and a cloud of fine coal
dust descended on the two men.
Suprugov suddenly seemed to realize what was
happening,
"Finito!" he said, and went down the steps.
Later on, trying to unravel his emotions, this is how
he defined them: at that moment he seemed to accept
that death was unavoidable; that it would be a horrid
death. And all he wanted was to cross the barrier, to
pass swiftly into nothingness. Above all no fear. Peace,
silence, safety. Therefore, let him get instantly into the
most dangerous spot. "Here I am!" everything in
Suprugov seemed to cry out when he stepped on to the
platform lit up with a sinister light, demolished by
bombs. "Here I am, put a quick end to me, I can no
longer bear to be afraid."
Danilov took his hand, and Suprugov ran with him,
stamping with his heavy boots. It was sultry, and his
eyes smarted from the smoke. ... A soldier was coining
along the street outside the station, dragging his rifle
after him. He left a track of blood, and the trailing rifle
smeared it over the dust.
"Is it far to the hospital train?" he asked. "They told
me to go to the hospital train."
"There it is, the other side of the hut, you can see it
from here," Danilov replied. "Can you get there alone
or do you want a stretcher?"
"I can go alone/' the soldier replied. "You'll be
needing all your stretchers."
Round the corner a boy of about fourteen was lying,
quite conscious; he did not groan, but watched the
approaching orderlies with grim, burning eyes.

